[JOHN DRYDEN?], 1672.
In Country Beauties as we often fee,
Something that takes in their fimplicity.
Yet while they charm, they know not they are fair,,
And take without tbeir fpreading of the mare 5
Such Artlefs beauty lies in Shakefpears wit,
'Twas well in fpight of him whate're he writ.
His excellencies came, and were not fought,
His words like cafual Atoms made a thought:
Drew up themfelves in rank and file, and writ,
He wondring how the devil it were fuch wit.
Thus ]ike the drunken Tinker in his Play,
He grew a Prince, and never knew which way.
He did not know what Trope or Figure meant,
But to perfwade is to be eloquent,
So in this Ccefar which this day you fee,
Tully ne'r ipoke as he makes Anthony.
Thofe then that tax his Learning are too blame,
He knew the thing, but did not know the Name :
Great Johnfon did that Ignorance adore,
And though he envi'd much, admir'd him more.
The faultlefs Johnfon equally writ well,
Shakefpear made faults j but then did more excel.
One clofe at Guard like fome old fencer lay,
Tother more open, but he ihew'd more play.
In imitation Johnfons wit was fhown,
Heaven made his men, but Shakefpear made his own.